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although a clergyman., he is a man; and he affects
rather professional joviality.   MR. and MRS. POOL
have thai physical resemblance which you sometimes st
in  married people.    You  wonder if they  morris
because they were so much alike, or if it is marriai
which has created the similarity.
VICAR: Hulloa, hulloa, hulloa! May I come in?
MRS. WHARTON: \Smiling.\ Of course.  How do you do?
COLONEL WHARTON: My dear Vicar!
VICAR: [Entering.] I suppose I ought to have gone round tc
the front door, and rung the bell like a gentleman, MT
dear Dorothy, when will you teach me how to behave?
MRS. POOLE: I've long given up the attempt.
VICAR: I thought I'd look in and say how-do-you-do to the

wounded hero.

MRS. WHARTON: My son.  The Vicar.
VICAR: Welcome! I passed you in the village just now. I
had half a mind to come up and wring your hand, but I
thought you'd say, who the deuce is this clerical gent?
JOHN: How do you do?

VICAR: An authentic hero. And he speaks just like you and
me. The world's a strange place, my masters. Well,
what d'you think of Blighty?

JOHN: I'm very glad to be home again.  I thought I never

should get back.
VICAR: You've not been home since the beginning of the

war, have you?
JOHN: No, you see I was in India when it broke out. What

with GalHpoli and one thing and another, I was done

out of my leave every time.
VICAR: Well, it's a long lane that has no turning.   But I

understand that you've picked up some bits and pieces

here and there. The Military Cross and the D.S.O., isn't

it?